DEDICATION
OThou Fulness of Perfection, some   say   that they can do all the
might}* things that can be done in this world. But  \vithout endeavouring to do Thy   will, is it possible to escape
the pain of many births and deaths?
OThou Fulness  of Perfection,   some   say   that Thou  didst
declare unto Thy servants of old six different kinds of religion. But Thou hast declared it unto me that there is another, over
and above them, still better and more important. It is the
inner religion of my mind. 0 Thou Fulness of Perfection, Thou dwellest in me and I dwell
in Thee. Why then should I allow myself to be distressed by the vanities
of this world?
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OThou Fulness of Perfection, some declare that Thy place of abode is the regions above. Others declare that Thy place of abode is the regions below. What vain words are these! Still others declare unashamed that they themselves are Thou. Fools are they, they do not know Thee.
OThou Fulness of Perfection, some declare that Thou art the Beginning. Others, Thou art the End. Still others declare Thou art the Light within.
But, pity, they know Thee not as the one active   Life    in   all things  without   beginning  and without end.
OThou Fulness of Perfection, some declare that Thou art the vital Breath. Others declare that Thou art the unperturbed   Calm  in the bosom of the unplumbed sea of silence. Others again say that Thou art the primal perpetual Sound.
But, pity, they do not know that Thou art the one nameless Lord. Many have attempted to give utterance to Thy unutterable name. Ah ! Even attempt has proved fruitless. Every name reveals but one aspect of Thy being.                                        \
O Thou Fulness of Perfection, some   eiagcrly attempted to describe: